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SNOOTIE, 40-in. wing *pan free-flight contest gas 
model. Designed especially for the popular Arden 
.099 engine. Easy to build. Plan No. 370, 50 cents. 




CESSNA 140, 36 -in. wing span control-line exact- 
scale gas model. Looks and flies like the real thing. 
For .19 to .49 engines. Plan No. 380, 50 cents. 





SKYHOPPER, -30-in. wing span Class C rubber powered 
contest or sport flyer. 2-3 minute flights. Very eon- 
sistant performer, easy to build. Plan No. 363, 25 cents. 




STINSON ISO, 30-in. wing span exact-scale rubber 
powered model. For sport flying or parlor display. Will 
fly over one minute or 800 feet! Plan No. 368, 50 cents. 




Ml FLEETSTER, Class A free-flight gas model for .19 
engines. Designed by William Winter. Can be adapted 
as a control-line trainer. Plan No. 376, 50 cents. 




RELIANT, 31 -in. control-line gas model of the famous 
Stinson "gull” monoplane. Another fine flying scale 
model for beginner or expert. Plan No. 384, 50 cents. 



build and fly 

m models 



Thai's what tens of thousands of well informed 
model builders throughout the country are 
saying— because that's what they're doing! 
Yes, Ml models built from FULL SIZE 
MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED plans are the best. 
And for good reasons. The models are 
original (you can’t buy a similar kit), they're 
designed by experts (your guarantee for the 
utmost in perfection) and, what’s more, 
the plans are drawn so any model fan 
can easily complete the project. 

You'll build better models for 
less with an Ml plan! 




MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED Plans Servici 
Fawcett Building, Greenwich, Connecticut 



Enclosed is $ 


Please send me the following plans 








City 
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Z^AWy ARE THE FABLED OUT- 
LAWS OF THE WESTERN PLAINS! 
BILLY THE KID AND SAM BASS, 
JESSE JAMES AND JACK M C CALL 
— THEIR NAMES STRUCK TERROR 
INTO THE HEARTS OF DECENT FOLK 
EVERYWHERE . BUT OF ALL OF 
THEM, NONE WAS SO CUNNlNS 
AND ELUSIVE AS THE RUTHLESS 
DESERT BANDIT 

GOPHER. GRAHAM 11 







GOPHER GRAHAM'S 

OA^O t I'LL — 



'/ ON THE 
/ TRAIL, A 
f SHORT DIS- 
TANCE BEHIND- 



''STOP THE 
STAGS l THIS 
IS A HOLDUP. 



EAT LEAD, 

MISTER... 
AND LIKE 



/ HEAR THET, 
/HCPALONGJ GUN- 
-SHOTS AHEAD OF 
US' ^ 



P'THAT SPELLS 
TROUBLE, MES- 
QUITE J SLAP 
> LEATHER - AND 
LET'S FIND OUT 
WHATS happen- 
INS 
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BUT WHEN HOPALONG AND MESQUITE 
RIPE THROUGH THE ARROYO ... . 



BUT THE GOPHER'S MEN ARE A HARD - 
RIDING CREW / 



IT’S CASS/DY, 
BOSS, THE 
SHERIFF OF 
TWIN RIVER 



Ife- 
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WHUT DO i-C. JUST THIS, MESQUITE. \_ 
VUH MEAN, ^GOPHSR GRAHAM 
HOPALONG ? J MAY EXPECT US TO LIE 

' V. LOW FOR A WHILE. WELL, 

U l WE'RE, not GOING TO.' y- 



let'g spread the word around 

TOWN THAT WE'RE SENDING A 2 
61© SILVER SHIPMENT OLTT ON 
ijgjA TOMORROW'S STAGE / THEN 
WE'LL SEE WHAT . — -- 
;v;. HAPPENS/ 



AS NIGHT PALLS, THE WORD SPREADS IN THE GAMBLING DENS 
AND SALOONS OP THE LITTLE WESTERN TOWN J 



, . . JEST HOW LONG IT 
WILL TAKE THE GOPHER 
TUH ADD THET MONEY- 
BOX TUH HIS COL- 
LECTION. LOOKS LIKE 
HE’S AN OUTLAW NO 
SHERIFF KIN LASSGi/ 



HAVE YUH HEARD GARC/A f 
SHERIFF CASSIDY'S ©ENDIN' 
ANOTHER LOAD OF 
BULLION OUT ON THE 
STAGE TOMORROW/ 



— "^1 HEARD, 
C LAY /AND I'M 
WONDERIN'... 






S. fllT WHICH 
5 S! ™ T,i ' 4 MEANS THAT Ml 
GOPHER GRAHAM '"‘R 
WILL BE HEARING ABOUT 
m IT PR ETTV SOON.. 



I RECKON EVERYONE 
IN TOWN'S HEARD - 
ABOUT THE SHIPMENT 
BY NOW, HOPALONG. 



r....ANP THAT THE 1 
STAGE CAN BE ^ 
EXPECTING A VISIT 
FROM THE GOPHER^ 
ggmr GANG / 
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wecr MORN IN© 



SUPOENLY, 



WE'RE ALMOST UP/ THAT'S 
TUH THE SPOT ^ RIGHT. 
WHERE TH' STAGE ) MESQUITE, 
WUZ HELP UP O KEEP 

YESTERDAY/. Y YOUR EYES 
HOPALONO / A PEELED/ < 



OC/T/LAWS! ©IT L - 
MOVIMG, YUH FOUR- 
FOOTED CAVUSESJ 



©IT UP THAR AND GRAS THET 
MONEY-BOX, BLACKIE. CASSIDY LL 
PROBABLY BE ALONG. IN A r~r^ 
MINUTE - AS USUAL.' j 





NOT A SIGN OF THE ) 
SANG. HOPALONG. 
THEY'VE DISAPPEARED 
• AGIN / 



PLAN 

FAILED ? WHERE IS GOPHER 
GRAHAM'S GANG ? 
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WHERE YOU'VE GOT 
SMOKE, MESQUITE, 
YOU'VE GOT SOME - , 
THING ELSE, TOO id 
GET READY FOR « 
A surprise... Jr 



COUGH 

COUGH 



WWiPJ 
I-r CAN'T 
BREATHE / 



SLOWLY, AS BY A MIRACLE, 
THE ROCK FACE OF THE 
HILLSIDE SEEMS TO 
SLIDE. OPEN J 



IS^THE GOPHER S , 

r GOTTEN AWAY AGIN ... 
WITH THE MONEY-BOX 
YUH MIGHT AS WELL 
RESIGN YORE JOB, 
HOPALONG — OR 
SEMPLE WILL DO 



MOMENTS PASS. THEN - 

LOOK, //OPALQ/Zt 5 / 
SMOKE THICK BLACK 
SMOKE - AND 
IT’S COMIN' RIGHT , 
OUT OF THE rt 
ROCKS .' 



..KEEP YOUR SHOOTING IRON LIMBERED/ 
AND YOUR EYES PEELED ON THE HILLSIDE. 
YOU'LL- SEE WHY IN A SECOND J 




(COUGH) 
AIR.' 6-GlVE 
US AIR' -r 



HOKHED HOPTOADS.' THEM 
CRITTERS ARE — WHY, IT'S 
^GOPHER GRAHAM'S GANG.' J) 
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ANP LOOK, HOPALONG.'thE HfOlM© PLACE 
WUZ BIS ENOUGH SO THET THEY EVEN 

MANAGED TUH ©IT ** 

THEIR HOSSES IN.'JT MIGHTY CLEVER, 
'i — GOPHER/ 



JUST AS I THOUGHT/ GOPHER AND 
HIS GANG BUILT A SECRET Hi PE-OUT 
HERS IN THE HILLS, USING ONE OF 
THE CLP MINE SHAFTS/ BUT THEY / 
BUILT A SPECIAL SLICING ROCK A 
ENTRANCE - SO NO ONE COULP \ 

DETECT THE HIDING PLACE / 



IT'S A PLEASURE, HOPALON©/ I'VE 
BIN ITCHIN TUH MEET TWESE GENTS 
FACE TUH FACE FER SOME r — ' 
f> ^/^srib-v TIME ' J • 



THANKS FER NOTHIN 
CASSIDY. 



I'D LIKE TUH [ BEFORE '-J 
KNOW WHAT STARTED J I TELL YOU N 
THAT FIRE — THAT THAT, GOPHSff/ 
ROUSTED US OUT y SUPPOSE WE TAKE 

OF THERE / J A LOOK AT YOUR 

V> '— — . ,/ — ( MEN L MESOUITE , A 

l) / GET THEIR GUNS / 

AND UNMASK TH EM / 



SUFFERIN' SNAKES/ TAKE /s 
LOOK AT THIS MEMBER OF 
THE GANG. IT'S SEMPLE, < 
MANAGER OF THE STAGE-/ 
COACH COMPANY / X 



THAT TIES UP THE ^ 
PUZZLE NEATLY, MES- U ■ 
QUITE . I WAS WONDER- 
ING HOW THE GANG AL- 
WAYS KNEW WHEN AN 
IMPORTANT SHIPMENT 
WAS COMING THROUGH. |y 
NOW I KNOW / j — 

-7 r ? — sah/ 

// IF THET FIRE HADN'T ) 
STARTED IN THE HIDE - / 
\ \ OUT — YOU'D STILL BE 
\ \^HELPLESS, CASSIDY. 



WHICH BRINGS US TUH ) 
THE SAME QUESTION, ^ 
SHERIFF/ HOW DID THAT 
FIRE START ? . _ 
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...BUT WITM OIL- SOAKED 1 • 

RAGS AND A SLOW 
BURNING FUSE. fT WAS \ 
TIMEP TO START POURING ) 
OUT SMOKE JUST FIFTEEN ^ 
MINUTES AFTER THE HOLP- L 

up - which provep jusry^ 

RIGHT TO TRAP YOU ; f 

DESERT RATS/ ^ 

for- |Yr, WELL, I'LL 

H BE... j-f 



YO'RE A SMARTER HOM&RE. 
THAN I GAVE YOU CREDIT 
FOR BEIN', CASSIDY/ BUT 
JEST REMEMBER. GOPHER 
I 6f?AHAM ALWAYS HAS 

' . MORE THAN ONE TRICK 

\ UP HIS SLEEVE - , 



THAT MONEY-BOX YOU 
STOLE FROM THE STAGE 
60PHER, ISN'T FILLED 
WITH SILVER AT ALL.. M. 



-OR DOWN HIS 
SHIRT COLLAR/ 



WATCP /r, 

POPALOA/O A 
Kf//P£ / • 



TRY DODGIN 
' THIS / j-r- 



GOPHER'S HAND FLASHES OUT 
WITH A GLEAMING KNIFE / 






KEEP YOUR GUN ON T TALK'S CHEAP, 
THIS IS ONE GOPHER J CASSIDY. LET'S 
FOR a -i rf^T SEE YUH PUT 

jM.ii.rtf 2 — 7 UP/ . 



I CAN'T DODGE IT S 

I'LL HAVE TO BLOCK IT 
WITH MY GUN/ . -r 



\bmip P<n 
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I'VE BEEN ACWIN® TO TANOLE WITH 
YOU FOR GUITE A WHILE. GOPHER/ 
BUT FROM NOW ON, YOU'RE COIN© 

T TO DO THE - ~ ^ 



■ACH/N0, 



[ I RECKON WE'RE 
ABOUT READY TO (30 
BACK TO TOWN — 
UNLESS ANYONE ELSE 
^.HAS OBJECTIONS/ 



JEST LOOK AT THET, 
HOPALON6. YOU'VE 
SET HIM UP ON HIS 
HOSS — WITHOUT , 
EVEN USING THE y 
. STIRRUPS / 
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IS ON SALE EVERY 
MONTH — ONLY tf/gs* 
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Champion home run hitter 

OF THE PITTSBUR6H_eiRATES 

TAKING K. 
f A ROUND -TWA I 
LI THIS VMS n/ 



IN 1947 K/N£R ■ 
T/ED FOR THE NATIONAL 
LEAGUE HOME RUN TITLE., 
HIS 51 ROUND-TRIPPERS V 
SETA NEW ALL-TIME J 
.RECORD FOR HOMERS . 
IN ONE SEASON BY A £5 
PITTSBURGH PLAYER. 



\p c '/ /ONER'S** 
/ UP AND HE'S 
( HAD HIS - 
J WHEAT/ ES . 



> R/NG'K/NER BELTED EIGHT 
P HOMERS IN POUR CONSECUTIVE 
GAMES FORA NEW ALL-TIME 
MAJOR LEAGUE RECORD. FOR 
TWO YEARS IN A ROW RALPH HIT AT 
LEAST ONE HOME RUN IN EVERY 
PARK IN THE NATIONAL LEAGUE 



Wou'll find me calling 

9 FOR MILK, FRUIT AND 
INHEATIES --'BREAKFAST OP 
CHAMPIONS' —MOST EVERY 
MORNING OF THE SEASON SAYS 
SLUGGING RALPH K/NER. "THOSE. 
GOOD WHOLE WHEAT FLAKES 
HELP SUPPLY MB WITH EXTRA' e Kz 
ENERGY I NEED, TO PLAY A 
TOP GAME OF BALL" 



WHBATlBS 



WITH MILK AND FRUIT 
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CO YUH OPINE IT'S 
\SCNNA R AIN?/-T 



RITE CVER TO CHIEF 
CRAY MATTER /WHUT 
PER? r — —— 
rr~^ WHAT FER? 
/( WHY, THE CHIEF 

> IS A MARVEL/ 

/ HE ALLUS KNOVS 
i WHUT THE WEATHER 

> IS ABCNSIA BE,' 

\ V HE'S AMAZIN'.// 



X CON'T KNCW 
LET'S RK7E OVER 
v TUH CHIEF 6RAY , 
MATTER/ ^ 



chief gray 



HUH? YdRE NOT ASCNNA 



H0tV£7Y^ CHIEF CRAY /ME NO PREDICT 
' WEATHER TOPAY/ 



PKE0CT THE WEATHER rj 
TODAY / WHY Q ? r y | 

ISP. 



MATTER/ IS IT 
V^ONNA RAIN "r 



HE IS. HE'S 
THE SMARTEST 
ONE IN HIS . 
> CLASS. / 



OU.TMlS I? MAH 
LITTLE COUSIN. 



Wfc SHORE LOOKS 
LIKE A SMART / 
LITTLE FELLER. J 



wowpy, SADDLEWEAD, 
WHO'S THE ycunsun 
1 with yum? V- 



I SUPPOSE He'S 
AGCNNA GROW , 
UP AND Be / 
PfeESiPENT \ 
SOME OAV. M 



--1 WANT HIM TUM 
HAVE A STEADY JOB. 



OH, NO/ I 
WOULDN'T 
SAY r U £T.' 



YUU WOULDN'T WANT 

V03E COUSIN Tju 
3E PRES'OENT C e 
Tj= UNITED STATES / 
n whv not p i > r 



0ECUS- 
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CLAWING 

DEATH" 



'THERE ARE My M 

people's murderers 

LED BY THE MOST < 
EVIL ONE OF ALL — J 
0LACKMOON / THEIR A 
CAMP MUST ©EjsssTtii 
\ NEAR/ 



C/DLING FALCON, SON OF AN INDIAN ^ 
CHIEF WHOSE FATHER AND TRIBE 1>' 
WERE MASSACRED BY RENEGADE^ 
INDIANS THEY HAD BEFRIENDED, HAS 
VOWED TO AVEN<5E HIS PEOPLE'S 
DEATH AND TO REGAIN THE TRIBAL 
TOTEM THAT IS NOW RIGHTFULLY HIS. 
HE HAS TRAILED THE EVIL ONES 
AND NOW 



MAY MY AIM 
BE STRONG 
AND TRUE.' 



YOUNG FALCON RACES A- 
HEAD AND REACHES THE 
^ENCAMPMENT TO FIND — 



I MUST GET TO THEIR 
ENCAMPMENT BEFORE 
THEM AND REGAIN THE 
TRIBAL TOTEM 1 EVERY 
SECOND COUNTS, j 



THEY HAVE LEFT ^ 
H- 1 A SENTRY BEFORE L ~ 
THAT TEPEE. THE TRIBAL 
TOTEM MUST BE INSIDE „ 
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AND YOUNG FALCON'S AIM 
IS <3000 



BUT JUST AS YOUNG 
FALCON IS ABOUT TO 
ENTER INTO THE TEPEE 



A MOUMTA/W A/OA/, 
HE'S AFTER THAT 
BABY IN HI S 
PATH / I " 



/ THE '-V'i 
[ SQUAW L~> 
SCREAMS IN 
TERROR. 7 . 



I AM IN MY SWORN A 
ENEMIES' CAMP, BUT 
•> THAT CHILD MUST BE 
( SAVED. THE SINS OF 
HIS ELDERS ARE 
NOT HIS/ ^ 



THE FIERCE ANIMAL TURNS Hi S ATTENTION 
v TO THE AUDACIOUS INTRUDER/ 



r YOU WILL ^ 
NOT FIND YOUR 
MEAL HERE; . 
SCAVENGER/ T 



--LET US SEE 
WHO THE 
VICTOR WILL. 
-T BE / , . 



THE MOUNTAIN LION GIVES HIS ANSWER/ 



YOUR CLAWS ARE N 
AS DBADLY AS YOU 
V ARE SWIFT, BUT — 
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THE SAVASE 0ATTLE (50ES 
on as young falcon 

DESPERATELY CLIN6S TO 
THE BIS CAT — 



-UNTIL Y0UN6 FALCON’S 
KNIFE THRUSTS BRINS 
T TO AN END — 



WARRIORS — THEY HANTS 
7 RETURNED ! . > 



THERE — HE WILL RAID NO ^ 
MORE AND NOW TO SET THE 
TRIBAL TOTEM AND ’ LEAVE . THE 
WARRIORS MUST SOON ARRIVE/ 



IT IS YDUNS FALCON, 
THE OLD CHIEF'S V 
SON/ (SET ATAt / H 

/Kf /W//S7- o/e.' J \ 



BUT WITH SWIFT SWERVES 
THE YOUTH ELUDES THE 
SHAFTS 



r I WILL RETURN FOR THE 
TRIBAL TOTEM / I AM SURE , 
THE SPIRIT OF MY PEOPLE 
i KNOWS I ONLY FAILED FOR 
STOPPED TO DO 
n 6000! NEXT TIME, /S 
/ V I SHALL NOT FAIL/ 



NEXT 

MONTH 



THEIR MARKSMANSHIP 
IS AS UNTRUE AS ,< 
THEIR HEARTS.' , 



THRILLINS 

ADVEN- 

TURES 

AS 

YOU NS 
FALCON 
FOLLOWS 
HIS , 
OEsnNy/ 






"SiMrZ 
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HE SHERIFF’S VOICE CRACKLED LIKE A 

WHIP %% „ /— ^ 

v —- 4 ^ I'M GIVING YUH ONE LAST 

7 CHANCE. JESS WILKS /COME 
( OUT OF THERE WITH YORE 
V HANDS UP, OR WE’LL “1 
? START SHOOTING/ J 



^ GO TUH BLAZES / 

NOBODY’S PUTTING ME . 
OFF MY LAND / I AIN’T 
LEAVING WHILE THERE’S 
' BREATH IN MY BODY' 





few 
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ALL RIGHT, 
DAP/ 



yUH AIN’T AIMING TUH 
BACK OUT ON OUR 
. AGREEMENT ? V 



THIS LAND IS MINE 
WE ALL AGREED 
TUH PROTECT 
EACH OTHER’S . 
, PROPERTY / y 



NOTHIN’ LIKE 
THAT, DRAGO / 
DO AS YUH LIKE 
f WE’LL BACK 
k YUH UP / 



HE’S GOING 
TUH SHOOT IT OUT 
BLAST HIM • • 






LOG CABIN RINGS WITH 
THE SOUND OF THE GUN 
BATTLE, AND THE ROOM FILLS 
WITH ACRID POWDER SMOKE.- 
THEN,... 



IT’S NO USE FIGHTING 
ANY MORE, BILLY / " 

THEY’RE BOUND TUH 
WIN.' 1 DON’T WANT > 
TUH SEE YUH 
GET HURT/ 7 J 



HTING J DON’T 
-Y / < WORRY 

) TUH ) ’BOUT 
/ANT / ME, DAD.' 
I FEEL 

) JEST LIKE 
YUH DO ABOUT 
GETTING PUSHED 
OFF OUR LAND / 



DAD l 



DO AS I TELL YUH / 
HANG OUT A WHITE 
FLAG / TELL THE ^ 
SHERIFF THAT 
WE’LL SURRENDER 
PEACEABLE/ j 



-.’SOON, FOUR MEN RIDE UP TO THE SCENE. KNOWN 
& THROUGHOUT THE VALLEY AS THE Bl& FOUR. 
THESE WEALTHY RANCHERS CONTROL ALMOST 
EVERY ACRE OF LAND/ 



YO’RE MOVING JESS 
WILKS OUT, EH SHERIFF ? 
GOOD ' *< 



YES, MISTER DRAGO/ 
HE ASKED FER PER- 
MISSION TUH TAKE A 
' FEW PERSONAL 
BELONGINGS WITH 
. HIM / HE PUT UP 
QUITE A FIGHT, 

. THOUGH / y 



ALMOST SEEMS A 
SHAME TUH DRIVE 
A MAN FROM HIS ^ 
HOME, DRAGO J 
MAYBE WE SHOULD 
THINK IT OVER/ 
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NOT 50 HIGH AND 
MIGHTY NOW, EH, JESS 
WILKS /I TOLD YUH 
I’D FORCE YUH OFF 
YORE MISERABLE 
HOMESTEADING 
PLOT 




Wo BILLY WILK5 
* LEFT THE 
LAND WHERE 
HIS FATHER WAS 
BORN... AND DIED. 
THE CABIN 
THAT ONCE WAS 
HIS HOME 
STARED 

VACANTLY UPON 
FIELDS WHERE 
DRAGO’S CATTLE 
GRAZED, IN THE 
VALLEY RULED 
BY THE BIG FOUR. 
AND EVEN THE 
NAME OF 
BILLY WILKS 
WAS ALMOST 
FORGOTTEN/ 
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WHUT TH-f 



[ntil one day, in the home 

OF JIM BANNING, ONE OF 
THE BIG FOUR 



YUH READ THE SCROLL. 
BANNING/ I'M HYAR, 
TUH CARRY OUT 
THE VERDICT 



WHUT’S THIS ? SOME 
KIND OF PRACTICAL 
-T-r JOKE ? 3 — 



&& 
\ JP 1 ** 



NO f 1 

BBBi 



HE’S TRYING TO MURDER 
MY PATH ER / p / 

rr please* -r==t. 



OA/HHHt 



JOT FAR DISTANT, MONTE HALE IS RIDING 
ALONG TWE TRAIL WHEN HE HEARS 



THERE’S A LADY 
IN DISTRESS/ 



JN THE RANCH 
HOUSE / 

T QUICK! 



WHOAA, PARDNER 
SOMEBODY'S IN 
v TROUBLE / 
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HURRY/ HE'S 
KILLING MY 
FATHER J 



YOU'RE NOT 
GOING 

ANYWHERE, 
STRANGER / 



°OooP! 



'UICKLY RECOVERING, THE MURDERER 
LEAPS ONTO HIS WAITING HORSE/ 



MEY, 

PARDNER 



GIDDYAP 



^AST AS THE MURDERER’S 
HORSE CAN TRAVEL, MONTE 
HALE AND PARDNER TRAVEL 
FASTER/ , ^ 

mr — 7 =^ he’s gaining v 

ON ME/ IF I CAN * 
If \GET ACROSS THE * 
ZT\ BRIDGE IN TIME... 



MADE IT/ I'LL FIX IT 
SO HE’LL NEVER 
v GET ME NOW/ A 



THAT*® A GOOD HORSE, 
PARDNER / LET’S FLY— 
_WE DON’T WANT 
K THAT KILLER TO 

GET AWAY / Jt 
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JUMP/ 



OWJ* MAN GOT AWAY /BUT MAYBE 
WE*LL GET A CHANCE TO SQUARE 
ACCOUNTS, EH .PARDNER ? NOW 
ar LET’S GET BACK TO THE RANCH 
AND FIND OUT WHAT THIS 

RUCKUS IS ALL 
about/ 



CjJoRN BY BULLETS, THE FRAYED 
ROPES THAT HOLD THE BRIDGE 
SNAP LOOSE FROM THEIR 
MOORINGS...* 



*t?HEN THE LAST 
SLENDER STRAND 
OF ROPE SNAPS 
UNDER THE STRAIN.. 



GALLOPING 
GHOSTS J THE 
BRIDGE IS FALLING. 

MOVE. PARDNER, 



F OR DESPERATE MOMENTS, PARDNER 

SCRAMBLES FOR A PERILOUS FOOTING ON 
THE CRUMBLING CLIFF’S EDGE 






WHB-BVJ! i don’t 

EVER WANT A ■< 
CLOSER CALL THAN 
THAT •' NO OTHER J 
HORSE COULD’VE y 
MADE THAT -< 
JUMP, PARDNER ./ ) y, 
THANKS, BOY J y/ZC 



HYAR HE COMES. 



BUT HE WON’T GET 



VERY FAR/ 



*** , 
Vm&J 
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AT JIM BANNING’S RANCH 



ATER 



YES / 
I’M SURE 

IT’S 

BILLY 

WILKS/ 



THIS SCROLL IS THE ONLY CLUE 
TO VOUR FATHER’S MURDER ' 
HAVE YOU ANY IDEA WHO -<< 
THIS BILLY THE HAN&MAN J ( 
MIGHT BE ? 



HE’S OPERATING ON THE ** — < 
BUCKSHOT THEORY OF JUSTICE/ 
IF YOU SHOOT ENOUGH BUCK- 
SHOT, YOU’RE BOUND TO HIT^V 
THE TARGET/ EVEN IF <T 
INNOCENT PEOPLE GET HURTJ 
rrrnflh, =rc Too/ 



THAT I WILL, MISS 
LORRAINE /HASTA LA 
VISTA / ^ 



BE CAREFUL, 
WON’T 
YOU ? 



TELLS THE STORY OF 



ORRAINE BANNING 
BILLY WILKS * w * 



...AND HE VOWED TUH KILL \ IT APPEARS 



THOSE RESPONSIBLE FOR HIS ] THAT BILLY 
FATHER’S DEATH /MY FATHERy THE HANG- 
ALWAYS REGRETTED JESS -< MAN DIDN’T 
WILKS * BEING SHOT/HE HAD A. AGREE/ 

NOTHING TO DO WITH V ^ 

i r THE MURDER / t A 



I DON’T LIKE HIS THEORY- — 
AND I’M TAKING A PERSONAL 
INTEREST IN THIS CASE. BILLY 
THE HANGMAN WILL PAY 
FOR YOUR FATHER’S 
MURDER / 



.y 1 *• Jvw vi,. 



THERE'S GEORGE HASTING S — * 9 
RANCH J HE’S ONE OF THE BIG FOUR 
WHO OWN THE LAND HEREABOUTS / 
I RECKON WE’LL SEE WHAT ^ 



SHORE, I GOT ONE OF 
THEM THAR SCROLLS/ 
DON’T PUT MUCH STORE 
IN IT MYSELF /NO FANCY 
PIECE OF WRITING 
WILL SCARE ME/ J J. 
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trpUAT NIGHT, AS A DROWSY COWBOY 
M KEEPS WATCH OVER THE HASTING'S 



CATTLE HERD 



NOW I’LL REPORT TUH GEORGE 
HASTING MUHSELF ^ 

MASQUERADING AS 
MIS HIRED HAND/ 



□ON 



HE'S LYING DEADER’N 
AN OLD BONE OUT 
ON THE PRAIRIE J 
TRIED TUH JUMP 
_ ME, HE DID • ^ 



WHAT’S THAT YUH SAY? 

YUH KILLED BILLY— g 
-iwf THE HANGMAN/ J| 



BUT I’LL STICK AROUND. 
JUST THE SAME /THIS 
FELLOW’S A CLEVER, 
DETERMINED KILLER/ 
AND HE MAY BE SMARTER 
THAN GEORGE HASTING 
THINKS HE IS /-. 



I’D LIKE TUH SEE THIS 
HYAR BILLY THE HANGMAN 
GET CLOSE ENOUGH TUH 
KILL ME / MUH BOYS 
WOULD PEPPER HIM 
WITH LEAD AFORE 
HE GOT STARTED / 



BANNING WAS A FOOL--AND 
I ALWAYS KNEW IT/NEVER 
SHOULD’VE STAYED HOME 

A MVUnW \A/UC=M IT»C: DnilMnilP 
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COME ALONG- 
WITH ME, BOSS. 
I’LL SHOW 
YUH 
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Vs/tiOAAb, PARDNER /THOSE 
SHOTS HAVE STARTLED THE 
CATTLE INTO A STAMPEDE / 



GIT MOVING, YUH 
LONG-HORNED 
s. BEASTS J . 



THAT’S THE 
BOY J 



THIS IS THE ONLY WAY 
AROUND /WE BETTER GET 
OUT OF HERE BEFORE 
WE’RE SURROUNDED/ J 
mr UP, PARDNER J 

UP! i — nl 



NATURALLY / 
IT’S MUH 
SKIN THAT 



THE COWHANDS ARE GETTING 
THE HERD UNDER CONTROL / 
BUT HASTING WILL NEVER 
KNOW IT /HE’S DEAD— AND 
BILLY THE HANGMAN’S 



/?ATER, MONTE HALE MEETS WITH THE TWO 
SURVIVING MEMBERS OF THE BIG FOUR AT 
DRAGO’S RANCH/ 



BILLY’S MORE DANGEROUS 
THAN I RECKONED HIM TO 
BE /YOU’VE GOT TO STICK 
TOGETHER, OR YOU’LL HANG 
SEPARATELY/ DID EITHER 
OF YOU GET ONE OF 
THOSE SCROLLS ? 
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[5 MONTE AN D LORRAINE PREPARE 
TO LEAVE DRAGO’S RANCH 



— MV FATHER’S LAND MUST J 
BE SOLD TO THE HIGHEST ^ 
BIDDER AMONG THE OTHER 
SURVIVORS /DRAGO’S ALREADY 
CONTRACTED TO 0UV IT..AT > 
A DIRT CHEAP PRICE j 



IT ADDS UP, BUT NOT J 
TO THE TOTAL I 
EXPECTED.' NOW I ? 
KNOW WHY THAT J 
HORSE LOOKED 
FAMILIAR .'IT BELONGS 7 
TO BILLY THE HANGMAN 
... AND HE'S WORKING y 
FOR DRAG O' 



THAT HORSE LOOKS 
.MIGHTY FAMILIAR .' 



' MISS LORRAINE, WHAT DO 
.YOU AIM TO DO WITH YOUR 
L FATHER’S RANCH ? ^ 



H MM M/ THAT 
SORT OF PUTS 
THINGS IN A 
NEW LIGHT/ > 



r THAT’S WHY I CAME 
TO SEE DRAGO, MONTE, 
ACCORDING TO AN 
AGREEMENT MADE "T 
'v BETWEEN THE J 
r BIG FOUR... S 



A REAL FAST DRAW J AND 
THAT’S MIGHTY ACCURATE 
SHOOTING FROM THE 
*— r hip .' jv ^m-rrfUr^l 



HAT NIGHT, IN DRAGO’S CORRAL 



T’VE BEEN 
WAITING FOR 
you, BILLY/ 



WHAT p 



LfHUHtf! "\ 



YOU’RE BILLY WYATT/ THE 
NERVIEST KILLER IN THIS PART 
" OF THE COUNTRY / 7 



TDD ACCURATE 
FOR A GREENHORN 
YOU'RE NOT ___~- 
BILLY W/LKS /T 



Goaopf 



VUH SHOT MUH 
GUN AWAY, YOU 
COWPOKE.' 
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trpHEN THE STILLNESS OF THE 
NIGHT IS BROKEN BY TWO SHOTS 
THAT BLEND INTO ONE LONG ROAR 
OF SOUND ...... 



THET'S THE 
TRUTH i I’LL 
TALK — IF y 
\ YUH’LL - ^ 
/ PROMISE ’ 
I DON’T y 
HANG FER M 
WHAT I -fES 
DONE/ M 



IT’LL PROMISE YUH 
THET, YUH DIRTY 
DOUBLE-CROSSER 



DRAGO HIRED YOU \ 
TO GET RID OF THE ) 
OTHERS IN THE BIG < 
FOUR / BECAUSE HE 
WANTED TO ACQUIRE 
ALL THEIR LAND / / 
AND'HE TRIED TO 
THROW SUSPICION / 
ON YOUNG BILLY y 
~rr WILKS-.- 






^ATER, BEFORE A RUDE MOUND OF STONES THAT 
MARKS THE LAST RESTING PLACE OF BILLY WILKS., 



YUH’VE DONE 
FER ME / I’M 
THROUGH — y 



YOU’LL LIVE TO STAND 
TRIAL, DRAGO /THIS IS 
TOO EASY A WAY OUT 
FOR YOU / YOU’LL PAY 
p- FOR YOUR CRIME AT 
L THE END OF A 
fc*- s=r - r ROPE / JS 



YOUNG WILKS CAME BACK, 
LOOKING FOR REVENGE /BUT 
DRAGO KILLED HIM, JUST > 
LIKE HE HAD HIS 
a* FATHER / 



\ THAT GAVE HIM 
) THE IDEA OF HIRING 
/ SOMEONE TO 
- IMPERSONATE 
BILLY WILKS / AND 
TO GET RID OF THE 
BIG FOUR / HIS 
> SCHEME ALMOST 
T WORKED/ 



FOR I LIVE THE LIFE OF A ^ 
LONE COWHAND 
AND T’VE GOTTA ADMIT THAT 
I T IINK IT'S GRAND 
I RIDE UP AND DOWN THE A 
WHOLE WIDE LAND J 

SINGIN’, YIPPPEEE-KI-YO, J 

r— KI-rAYJ + Jk 



YOU’VE BEEN WONDERFUL, ) THANKS NO, MISS 

MONTE /WON’T YOU /LORRAINE / I’VE 

CHANGE YOUR MIND GOT A CASE OF THE 
AND STAY ? I CAN ) WANDER ITCH... AND 
USE A NEW RANCH J I’VE JUST GOTTA 

r BOSS/ T KEEP SCRATCHING 

XvT -/ V rIT/ A DIOS/ y 
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COUGAR CHALLENGE 



A “Red Roan” 1 Western Yarn 




By DICK KRAUS 



OVER THE sun-parched prairie gallop- 
ed the herd of wild horses! Most of them 
were mares and colts of the shaggy Indian 
breed, but a few showed the finer lines of 
ranch-bred stock. Leading the herd, his 
mane and tail whipping in the breeze, gal- 
loped a magnificent roan stallion. This 
was the horse that, from earliest colthood, 
had come to be known as the boldest and 
fastest bronc of the Western plains . . . 
and had been given the name — Red Roan! 

J OHN BENTLEY SLOWLY lowered 
the field glasses and handed them to 
Roy Jimson, his foreman. The husky, 
gray-haired boss wrangler focussed the 
binoculars on the distant herd. His heavy 
brows drew together and he nodded with 
certainty. 

“That’s the bunch, all right,” Jimson 
said. “There’s no mistaking the boss of the 
herd . . . Red Roan.” 

"And did you see our mares?” John 
Bentley asked. 

“I did, all right,” the foreman replied. 
“Three of our best cattle-working mounts, 
and they’ve run off with this wild horse 
lierd.” 



Young Jimmy Bentley rose excitedly in 
his saddle. 

“Give me the glasses, Roy,” he exclaim- 
ed. “Let me see them!” With the binocu- 
lars, he searched the distant haze, until he 
found the herd of swift-moving prairie 
wanderers.' “There they are! And look at 
Red Roan. Gosh, isn’t he a beauty.” Slow- 
ly, the boy put the glasses down and turned 
to his father. “But, if our cow ponies have 
been running away and joining his herd 
. . . what are we going to do, dad?" 

Ranch-owner John Bentley spoke grimly. 

“We’re going to put. a stop to it, Jim." 
He turned to Roy Jimson. “We’ll either 
catch Red Roan — which I doubt — because 
no man on horseback has ever come close 
to him — or . . .” 

He hesitated, and the boy broke in, “Or 
. . . what?” 

“Or we’ll have to shoot him,” the fore- 
man finished the sentence. “It seems like 
a cruel thing to do, but we don’t have much 
choice. If this keeps up, we’ll be losin’ too 
many of our cow ponies!” 

The two older men kneed their rangy 
mounts forward, and the boy followed 
them. In his heart, young Jimmy Bentley 
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prayed that they would not come within 
gunshot of Red Roan. He did not want 
to be disloyal to his father and Roy, yet 
he could not bear the thought of the great, 
proud stallion being slain! 

IT WAS TWO DAYS later that they 
followed the herd toward the purple sil- 
houette of low-lying mountains. In that 
time, Red Roan had cannily led his herd 
in a wide arc, grazing and resting by night, 
and moving steadily away by day. In that 
time, they had never come closer than half 
a mile to the wild horses. 

John Bentley’s keen eyes squinted, as 
he watched the far-off scarlet stallion. 

“See what he's doing, Roy,” he said. 
“He’s turnin’ them up toward the hills. I 
guess he figures that once they’re up there, 
they’ll be safe from us.” 

The foreman nodded. 

“He’s right. John! We’ve got to cut 
them off before they can reach the moun- 
tains.” Carefully, he studied the terrain 
before him. “Let’s see . . . about the only 
spot he can take that whole herd through, 
up to the hills, is that arroyo yonder. That 
cuts up toward a gradual slope; he’s bound 
to head for it.” 

“Then — ” 

“ — let’s cut him off!” Tersely, the ex- 
perienced wrangler gave directions. “You, 
Jimmy, keep after the herd. Make ’em 
realize they’re still being followed. Your 
pa and I will go for the arroyo at top 
speed. If we can bottle them in there — 
all well and good. If not, at least we’ll be 
within rifle range of Red Roan! Let’s go, 
now!" 

Swiftly, the riders deployed. 

It was a long hard ride for the two older 
men, cutting across the rugged foothill 
terrain. Gradually, the prairie rose, and 
clumps of stunted mesquite and jagged 
spike cactus broke its flat surface. The 
sun was a glowing ball in the heavens when 
they finally reached the gully that cut. 
knifelike, up toward the first range of 
mountains. 

"Good figurin’, Roy," the rancher said. 
"They’re bound to come through here!" 

Easily, he slipped his carbine loose. Then 
he pointed up at the end of the arroyo. 
“Suppose you head up there. I’ll wait here, 
as near out of sight as I can get.” 

As he straddled his patient mount and 



fondled the smooth stock of the rifle, 
John Bentley’s eyes scanned the distant 
prairie. There, perhaps two miles away, 
was the cloud of dust that could only mean 
one thing. Gradually, it came closer and 
closer, until the ranchman could make out 
the galloping forms of the wild horses, led 
by the graceful, fleeting form of Red 
Roan. And then, behind them, Bentley 
saw his son, racing along, crying shrilly to 
urge the horses on. 

"Good boy,” Bentley grinned to himself. 
"Keep them movin’, lad!” 

Now the first horses had stampeded 
through the narrow opening of the arroyo. 
Whinnying wildly, their unshod hooves 
pounding against the shale, the entire herd 
followed swiftly. But, then the unexpect- 
ed happened ! 

AS YOUNG JIMMY Bentley’s mount 
followed the wild horse herd through the 
narrow entrance of the gully, a tawny 
brown form leaped suddenly into his 
horse’s path. It was a mountain lion, or 
cougar — one of the most feared animals 
of the west. 

Seeing the huge cat in its way, Jimmy’s 
pony reared back in terror. 

Clutching at his saddle horn, the boy 
was thrown from the bucking mount. He 
twisted hard in the air and thudded against 
the rocky ground. There he lay still. Now 
the giant cougar poised in a crouch, yel- 
low eyes gleaming fiercely, long tail lash- 
ing back and forth. 

“I’ve got to . . . stop him!" The rancher 
raised the carbine to his shoulder, sighted 
along it. “But he’s springin’ on the boy 
He’s too close. I — I can’t shoot!" 

Desperate, he pounded his chestnut 
bronc into a gallop. But even now. the 
great cougar was in midair, flashing claws 
spread wide, leaping toward his prostrate 
son! What could save Jimmy? 

The answer lay in a garceful red form 
that suddenly sprang through the arroyo 
entrance, powerful hooves lashing out in 
fury. Snarling savagely, the mountain lion 
checked his spring in midair and whirled 
to meet this new antagonist. Red Roan — 
for it was he — reared back in the air. 
hooves high. Then he came down, aiming 
lethal blows toward the sinewy form of the 
cat. 

But the cougar was too fast. 

Lightening-like, it writhed away from 
the horse’s blows and sprang in a furious 
slashing assault that left bleeding ridges 
across Red Roan’s satin-smooth side. The 
stallion whinnied in pain and anger and 
drove its hooves again at the cougar. Again 
the powerful creature of prey slipped past 
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the attack and ripped painful gashes in the 
roan horse’s flank ! 

“He’s beatin’ him," John Bentley gasped, 
as he urged his mount toward the battle. 
“Red Roan hasn’t a chance.” 

But, in the next moment, the great 
horse’s noble eyes blazed with fire. Lung- 
ing forward in a determined assault, he 
lashed out with his fore-hooves, suddenly 
catching the big cat with a mighty blow 
that flung it high in the air. Again, he 
pounded, away at it, coming down relent- 
lessly, with a tattoo of mighty, pile-driv- 
ing, bone-breaking smashes. In another 
moment, the cougar lay, a battered, bleed- 
ing corpse, scant yards away from the un- 
conscious Jimmy Bentley. 

Then the king of the herd wheeled, 
proud head high, and whinnied imperious- 
ly. In a moment, his herd was thundering 
toward him, obeying his command. Neck 
arched high, long legs pacing evenly. Red 
Roan led them out of the gully and out 
onto the prairie again. 

John Bentley’s finger tensed against 
his carbine trigger. 

“They’re less than fifty yards from me 
. . . I couldn’t miss him at this range!" 

Then he lowered the rifle, and watched 
the horses gallop in an ever-growing dust 
cloud, toward the freedom that was their 
life. After a moment, he dismounted, and 



. knelt over his son. Jimmy was just start- 
ing to come to; he had been bruised by the 
fall, but it was no worse! 

“My . . . head,” the boy groaned. Sud- 
denly his eyes widened. “Dad ! A cougar — 
it scared my horse. He bucked me off!” 

“I know," John Bentley nodded. “I was 
too far away to help. The cat was goin’ at 
you. Then Red Roan went for him — and 
killed him !’’ 

The boy stammered, “But, he was in the 
gully!" 

“He sensed a trap," the rancher replied. 
“He had turned to lead the herd out . . . 
and there was the mountain lion. It was a 
danger to his young colts, he realized, so 
he fought it!” 

JIMMY RAISED HIMSELF on a still- 
weak elbow. “I — I see. But . . . you let 
him get away, then. You could have cap- 
tured him, or — or killed him. You were 
close enough for that!" 

JOHN BENTLEY smiled, and he put 
his arm around his son. “I might have, 
boy,” he said. “But I heard him whinny, 
and then I realized somethin’. If I’d shot 
him . . . after he’d saved your life ... I’d 
never have been able to look you in the 
face again. Mares are cheap. You can buy 
them — but I’ve only got one son!” 
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ADVERTISEMENT 




THESE FIRES ARE 
DRIVING ME NUTS, 
SAM/ THIS IS THE 
FIFTH ONE THIS^ 
WEEK/ 



SOUNDS LIKE 
A FIRE- BUG, 
CHIEF/ LET ME 
. DO SOME 
SNOOPING. 



^HEy...MR.^— ' S 
SPADE /YOU FORGOT 
WILDROOT CREAM- . 
t OIL FOR YOUR T< 
_**-» HAIR/ r—S -\ j 



THE MAN WITH 
THE PURPLE HAND 



JtosHteu HvuMerrSs 

iveniwes ol 



LISTEN TO: "The Adventures of Sam Spade" 
every Sunday evening on your Columbia (CBS) 
station. See radio listing in your local newspaper. 



f PURPLE STAIN 
WE PUT THAT STUFF 
IN ALARM BOXES TO 
. CATCH GUYS JUST 
v ^- v LIKE HIM/ 



AS SAM PLOWS THROUGH THE 
CROWD HE TRIPS AND FALLS 
AGAINST ONE OF THE 
ON-LOOKERS AND... 



r HEY, CHIEF/' 
LOOK AT THIS 
GUY'S HANDS' 



BUDDY, BUT.. .SAY/, 
V LET ME SEE J/ 
1 YOUR HANDS /^B 



WATCH WHERE' 
YOU'RE GOING /i 



SAM SPADE 



r CANVOUR N 
SCALP PASS WE 

FINGERNAIL > 
.TEST? rSB 



Scratch your i 

head! If you I 

find signs of 
dryness and 
loose dandruff you 
need Wildroot Cream-Oil. 

It grooms hair, relieves dryness, 
and removes 

loose dandruff. Mh. 



THAT'S BECAUSE 
I USE WILDROOT 
> CREAM* OIL, r' 
l SWEETHEART/ ) 



IF HE STARTED 
THE FIRE- WHY 
SHOULD HE TURN 
IN THE ALARM, 
CH!EF? 



GEE, I GET S 
EXCITED JUST 
LOOKING AT 
YOU, SAM !j 



[TO MAKE 
' IT MORE 
EXCITING 
wEFFlE' 
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THAR/ WHUT PO YUH THINK 



nci, rcLucA.3, 

WAIT TILL YUH 
. SEE WHUT I 
Jpi SOT.' 



CF THET ? 



X FOUNF IT/ Yooes IT TELL 

v-— -—-sen /V the time ? 



WHAK'P 
YUH SET 

. IT? > 



IT SHORE IS A 
SWELL LOOKIN'— 
WATCH, CAL! Jk 



ft/GHT TIME— YUH HAVE 
. TUH LOOK AT IT.'Iai — 



HYak comes chief/watcw me have 

SSAY MATTER/ SOME FUN WITH, 
YTirTffiTTTrrinrw^^ him 



HOWFM 



HI, CHIEF? 
WHUT ARE 
YUH PON 1 
RXIM7 HYAR? 



[POST 

OFFICE 



riF^^EloaKiN^ 

FBZ A SCARECROW, 
• WHY FONT YUH 
USE A PICTURE / 
OF YORESELF? I 
YU HA, UA! Jy-' 



XM LC0KIN6 
KX. ■SOtAB. 
WORKERS T> 
FOR MY// 
farm.tZ V 



they'll LOOK at YOLI 



VERY FUNNY, BUT ) HOW COULP 



Ws/VN 
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OABeriMMES 



ANP THE 



Km® cooms 



f fflfiHOUGH GABBY IS 
IMF FOREMAN OF BLUE 
■ If] HEMPSTEAD'S BAR 
MOTH/HG 7ZA/S/CH , IT'S 

BLUE'S AUNT HESTEP 
WHO RUNE THE 
KITCHEN . .. 



ummmm! oatmeal COOKIES ! 
IF THE OLD BATTLE-AXE 
COULD SMILE AS SWEET AS 
SHE COOKS, SHE'D PLUMB 
MELT MY HE APT J 
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^ABBy'S CORKER." IS THE ONLY WORSE IN 
-1 THE WORLD WHO KNEELS WHILE HIE 
J MASTER MOUNTS HlMJ 



DING BUST ITJ I'M 
JUST AFTER PAYING 
TWO HUNDRED 
SIMOLEONS FOR 
THAT SADDLE/ 
I'LL I'LL 
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ABBY RIDES INTO THE 
"mountains with his 

BEAR SKIN 



KEEP OUTTA SIGHT, CORKER 
I'M GONNA MAKE BELIEVE 
I'M A BEAR/ J 



I'M IN PLAIN 
VIEW HERE. 
GUS OUGHTA 
SEE ME. 



BEAR HUNTIN’S BEEN 
POOR LATELY. GRIZZLY 
G£jS WILL GO FOR THE 
FIRST BEAR HE SEES.' 



HEH! HEH! SL iM 
DAGGLE THINKS 
HE'S SMART BUT 
THIS IS <?#V Uj$/ 
I'LL LURE THE 
VARMINT RIGHT 

into mv grasp/ 



nope/ CAN'T 
RUN NEITHER , 
LOOK WHO'S 
COMlN ' ! 



BALLS OF FIRE.' 
MY SIX-SHOOTER 
MUSTA JOUNCED 
OUTTA THE 
HOLSTER/ 

X BETTER j 
SKIDOO — BUT 
v 1 PRONTO ! A 
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\3BY HAS SEEN GUS 
AND GUS HAS SEEN 
GABBY! 



NO IV IVHATP X CAN'T 
FIGHT BOTH A 
<SRlX2.Ly AND G US 
BARE-HANPEP. LOOKS 
LIKE I'M A GONER, 1 



TWO BEARS] 

GOOP TIME TO DO 
L, SOME SHOOTING; 
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GOTTA STALL LET'S BE FRIENDS, 
HIM TILL X GUSl X GOT 
GET FREE l SOMETHING \ 
FROM UNDER \ DEE-LICIOUS r 
THIS carcass!) TO EAT HERE.' J 



AH! I'M 
ALMOST OUT 
FROM UNDER l 



HAVE \ 
SOME 
OF AUNT 
HESTER'S 
OATMEAL 
COOKIES, 
OLE 
pal! 



CM HUNGRY. 



IF I GO V OWN, 
1 GO DOWN 
FIGHTING ! 



VERY GOOD — BUT 
I'M STILL GONNA 
SKIN vuh! ^ 



s-/j 



OOOHl X CAN'T BEAR 
TO LOOK ! THE BRUTE 
IS ABOUT TO KILL / 
POOR MR. HAYES/ , 



[EANWHILE, A SHORT DISTANCE AWAY. 



ACCORDING TO MV DEDUCTIONS, \ 
BODKINS, THIS REGION IS THE ONLY 
FIT BEAR HUNTING COUNTRY IN THESE, 
PARTS. THEREFORE, GRIZZLY 
GUS SHOULD BE HERE! ^&**«**^ 
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DON'T KNOW HOW , 

you did it, gabby! 
MAKES A THINKING 




GOT MY SADDLE BACK AN/D TAUGHT 

GRIZZLY GUS A LESSON BUT X 

SURE WISH X HAD SOME OF THEM 
COOKIES LEETU 




I um 



CO MiX CARDS 




appear every 
month in 




fellow !h» daffy adventure* 
of the DIZZY, DATIN’, DUO 

am and ms 




EVERY MONTH! 



ONLY 10 < AT YOUR LOCAL 
NEWSSTAND! 
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mpr rtm Ev were well 
W '■ in every 

' SE1pl£*AENT OF THE 1 
Wo iff WEST, THESE GRIMY, % 

Bearded, half starved 1 5 
PROSPECTORS WHO WAGERED 
Them? uves against the Jt 

CHANCE OF ONE DAY STRlK$$fc 
IT RICH / MEN CALLED THE/4ii| 
' 41 DESERT RATS:... 

3UT THERE IS ANOTHER^ 
Side to the tale of the 

DESERT RATS, AND TOM Ml* 
LEARNS IT FIRST HAND WHEN 
BLAZING SlXrGUNS FAIL TO CON 
VINCE HIRAM OR OVER TWA 



DEBORAH'S A WONDERFUL GIRL / ] 
X KNOW SHE'LL MAKE HIRAM J 

A GOOD WIFE Ij — ^ 

I CAN'T UNDER - 

"p\ MBBr STAND HOW SHE PICKED 
HIM / DEBORAH COULD 
jSh have MARRIED THE 

RICHEST MAN IN v 

v T c ,WNj ' j — ^ 



WHEN HIRAM GROVER CAME WEST, HE WAS A YOUNG 
MAN OF SMALL EDUCATION , BUT GREAT AMBITION . 
THIS WAS THE HAPPIEST DAY OF HIS - LIFE J 
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YOUR SPELLING IS 
MUCH SETTER/ 
HlRAAA/ SUT YOU 
FORGOT TO POT 
THE "l" l 



HIRAM GROVER STUDIED ANP WORKED HARP 
FOR THE SUCCESS HE WANTEP...ANP 
DEBORAH WAS ALWAYS BESfPE H/M, 



DOGGONE / I NEVER. 
ClN SEEM TUH RE- 
AEMSER THET / r— ■ 



SO YUH NEEP 
MONEY? WHAT KiN 



ILL MORTGAGE MUH i 
FARM l ANYTHING I’VE 
GOT/ SILL, I'VE GOT, 

AA/'"l\l CV ' 



THE BANK'S CLOSEP/ BUT 
HAYMES MUST SE IN / 
THAR'S A LIGHT AT THE 
WINDOW OF HIS UP- 



THEN ONE NIGHT, AT THE 
HEIGHT OF A BLlZZARP... 



FASTEN 
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HlRAM 
grover 
DIDN'T 
SEE M 
TO 

CARE 

MUCH 

AFTER 

THAT. 

AS YEAR 
FOLLOWED 
VEAR 
HE 

BECAME 
A TYPICAL 

*PB6BKT 

«*T» ... 






X WON'T LEND YLJH A RED CENT, 
AND DON'T COME CRlNOlN© 

around Here anymore/ Jig 



NOTHING, MR. MIX 
NOTHIN© AT ALL/ 



WHATS THE 
TROUBLE, 

: HIRAM * f 



I RECKON I WUZ. PRESUMIN' TOO J 

MUCH ON AN OLD FRIENDSHIP/ > 

GUESS BILL HAYMES NEVER /--^r...UH.. 
forgave me fer taking y. was just 

DEBORAH AWAY "^GOlN© IN 

FROM HIM/ HERE FOR A CUP OF 

v - r "1 / COFFEE/ CARE TO 

' TWilW UOlN ME ? j 



...SO YOU REALLY THINK T I SHORE DO/ 
YOU'VE FOUND A GOLD J IF I COULD QIT 
STRIKE THIS TIME ? J/ A LITTLE MONEY 

7 — -"^FER GRUB, AND 

V f TUH BUY SOME DYNAMITE 

. ( id prove it/ 
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THAT GAN BE ARRANGED, 
HIRAM /THE TM BAR RANCH 
PAlP OFF PRETTY WELL THIS 
YEAR I'LL LEND 

YOU THE , y 

MONEY/ J ( MU* ? 






REALWESTERN HERO 




SO TWETS WHY OLD HIRAM 
ACTED SO EXCITED WHEN 
HE RODE INTO TOWN J ^ 
BILL HAYMES WILL PAY Y/\ 

plenty fer this 

INFORMATION / 

WBBHmEfck .popO* YA 

■pHa lJ « SE l 



SOON... HIRAM GROVER'S 

STRUCK IT RICH, 

EH ? THET GOLD MINE 
DOESN'T BELONG TUH H/M 
LEGALLY UNTIL HE'S F/LEP 
A CLAIM/ WE KIN STOP 
HIM FROM- POING THET. j| 



THE CLAIMS OFFICE POES NT 
OPEN UNTIL MORNING / 
HIRAM CAN'T REGISTER 
HIS CLAIM UNTIL THEN / 
LET'S MAKE SURE NO ONE 
FINPS OUT ABOUT THIS/ 



THEM WE'LL FINp OUT 
WHERE HE'S BEEN , 
PROSPECTING, ANP 
FILE CLAIM TUH THE 
PROPERTY OUR- r 
=*_ SELVES/ . 



NEXT MORNING 



HYAR THEY 
COME / . 



I'VE BEEN WAITIN' 
FOR YUH, YUH LOW 
POWN DESERT RAT/ 



YUH'RE THE ONE STOLE 
MUH FANCY MEX SADDLE. 
DON'T DENY IT/ r •*- 



WH-WHUT DO 
YUH MEAN ? 



JUST A 
MINUTE/ 



REALWESTERN HERO 



FASTEN THAW THE EVE CAN FOLLOW, TOM MI*'S 
HAND STREAKS TO HIS HOLSTER. THE BLASTS OF 
’ HIS FAMED SIX** GUN MERGE IN ONE CONTINUOUS 









NO TELLING WHAT A MAN WILL 
DO WITH THE ...UH... RIGHT KINO 
OF PERSUASION 1 WHEN I'M 

playing for ©ig stakes, i 
NEVER LET ANYTHING STOP 
ME L THAT'S HOW X GOT 
TUH ©E THE MAN X 
AM TODAY / 





REAL WESTERN HERO 




THAT NIGHT, WOT FAR FROM 
HIRAM GROVER'S GOLD STRIKE 



yUH SHORE DIP, MIX/ 
DON'T TRY TUH DRAW- 
OR I'LL PUT A SLUG 
INTO YUH. 7 



I fWHr £ 7W* 
I I HEARD 
SOMEONE/ 



WE'LL START DYNA- 
MITIN' IN THE 
MORNING' I'LL SET 
WE UNCOVER THE 
BIGGEST', STAKE IN A 
THE HISTORY OF / 
THIS STATE i.r^ 



YOU'LL ] WON'T I ? OLD 
NEVER / HIRAM'S GONNA 
GET /SIGN OVER HIS 
AWAY. A CLAIM TUH ME/ 
WITH J THEN THEY WON'T 
THIS// FIND V ORE BODIES 
UNTIL THE VULTURES 
' ~il HAVE PICKED YORE 
Jaw*./ BONES CLEAN / 



BUT FIRST I'M l 
GONNA USE A , 
LITTLE PER- / 
SUASION TO A 
GET HIRAAA ^ 
TUH SION. ...A 
LITTLE TOUCH 
OF THE BRANDIN' 
IRON OUOH7A ^ 
DO IT/ -j 



THERE V 
'ARE SOME U 
THINGS X ^ 
WON'T STAND 
FOR.... ^ 



•AND TORTURING AN INNOCENT 
MAN STANDS HIGH ON 
THE LIST/ ,, / 



RUN FOR IT, 
HIRAM/ _ 



MY RIFL ...OHHH 

- MY HAND/ 




REALWESTERN HERO 




I FINALLY REME MBERED , 

TUN POTTHET*I"— /whe-ew/ 
ON THOSE CASES ./WHO SAID 
OF PYN AMITE / , — ""THAT BULLETS 

JEST AS NEAT ) CAN'T SPELL ? 

AS ANYBODY 
COULD ASK FEZ?.,. 




AND SOMETIME LATER.... 

tTu; 



SHORE WOULDN'T 
KNOW HIRAM 
THESE DAYS/ 

HE CUTS A REA 
FANCY FI0OER... 



WE 3UIIT A NEW 
SCHOOL WITH HIS 
MONEY/ AND HE 



OFFERS A BIO PRIZE 
EVERY YEAR TO THE 
3EST SPELLER. GOOD 
HOMBZE, HIRAM, HE DIDN'T 




TOM MIX IS ON THE AIR/ BROADCAST FROM 
COAST TO COAST OVER THE MUTUAL NETWORK, 
MONDAY THROUGH FRIDAY AT 5:45 EM./ 



REAL WESTERN HERO 

AOVMTIMMfNT 




WE'LL NEED LOTS OF QUICK 



'COO U TAIL CHARLIE'S M'NAME, 



CAPTAIN TOOTSIE 
AND THE SECRET 
LEGION ARE 
CAMPING IN THE 
MOUNTAINS. 



HOWDY m- 
THAR, , A WHO 
FOLKS' JL ARE 
YOU 



\$UPDENLY. 



ENERGY TO ROW ACROSS 
THE LAKE' HERE EVERYBODY! 
EAT A 7Q0YS1E ROIL/ J 
ANDROLLO, FETCH 
MY SMPERSCOPE/^^% 
FROM THE r OK. 1 
TENT/ 1 CAPTAIN \ 
TOOTSIE 1 - \ 



BOVS. 1 JEST DROPPED BY TA 
WARN YE THAR'S A KiLLER 
BEAR LOOSE IN THESE PARTS' 

BETTER BE, 

KEERFUL //WE LL BE ON THE 

x WATCH FDR HIM, T 

. / / COON TAIL CHARLIE / _/ 

l THANKS > — ^ 

U / FOR THE, 

' V. WARN I NG \(T, \ 



ACROSS THE 
l ARE/ , 



MAYBE THE 
KILLER BEARS 
AFTER 'EM .' A 



f G05H, LOOK 1 
AT THAT DANDY 1 

COON TAIL HE'S 
WEARING/ J 



kl&.fZntti 



BY DAD/ THEM THAR TOOTSIE, 
ROLLS SURE PUT STEAM / 
IMTA YER MUSCLES, DONT 4 
THEY ? /5« «S4PY 73 TAKE JL 
ON THAT KILLER BEAR 
SINGLE-HARPED ' 



THE SNIPERS COPE WAS ONE OF 
THE SECRET WEAPONS USED BY 
THE ARMY TO SPOT THE ENEMY 
AT NIGHT. ITS LAMP SENDS OUT 
INVISIBLE INFRA RED LIGHT RAYS 
WHICH ACE REFLECTED BY THE 
TARGET AND PICKED UP AND 
TURNED TO VISIBLE LIGHT BY 
THE ELECTRONIC SIGHT. 



r WE'RE 
SCARED! 
IT'S SO 
DARK / 



THE KILLER BEAR JUST RAIDED OUR 
SUPPLIES WHILE WE WERE * 
' ^ ASLEEP/ JJ 



W DON'T ■ -g, 

' WORRY, MA'AM ! > 

WE'LL GET THAT BEAR 
WITH OUR SNIPERSCOPE / 



/ WOW - 
A/57F/V 70 J 
• THAT / 
EXCITEMENT 'j 



AFTER THAT EXCITEMENT, FOLKS, 
ANOTHER ROUND OF TOOTSIE 
• ROUS OUGHT TO HIT THE 
SPOT' COME AND 
~7 GET 'EM! r— 



LATER. 



C/OSE BEHIND HIM ! 



BY DAD/ I 
NEVER SEED THE- 
LIKES OF I T- 
SHOOTIN' BEARS 
AT NIGHT/ > 



I HEAR HIM 
UP AHEAD'. 



SNARL 1 . 

GROWL. 



You don’t need a sniperscope to spot the gosh-a-mighfy 
goodness of chewy, chocolaty Tootsie Rolls! They give you 
whizzin’ quick energy, too. And so do Tootsie Pops, a double 
treat — delicious assorted flavors with a chewy, chocolaty 
Tootsie Roll center. Take my tip — get both these temptin’ 
Tootsie favorites today! 








*Q\d sweets^ (I , 
ind swe " 



Snaps captor *• 

;, nq s out furore- 

,ent ••• 



v/ben you use 
does 



More? ^’••■• eVe ",; Vou press-button- 

i/.JakVencbrome F‘ • J f f^.by 



. Kodak Ver'cb-- e "^ e , ic3 , We 




SEE,DAD,1 
THE ONLY)! 
("DIFFERENCE, 
l IS THE 
lVSIZE/y 



"MOMRIi 

v ' FAMOUS CARDINAL SLUGGER ' 

S^ 

"ACTIVE FEET LIKE DICK'S AND 
'MINE DEMAND THE BEST IN SHOES. THAT^ 
WHY WE BOTH WEAR WINTHROPS 
THEY'RE '4 -BAGGER' VALUES 
IN ANY MAN'S LEAGUE — 

STYLE. COMFORT, FIT, 

LONG WEAR. 



This rugged Winthrop 
with Half-Track sole 
available for men and 
boys. A Iso simi lar styles 
with leather, crepe, and 
Triple-Decker rubber 
soles. 



WINTHROP SHOE COMPANY • DIV: 



DICK, SON OF HARD-HITTING STAN 



‘ONLY WINTHROP JRS. GIVE ME 
SHOES EXACTLY LIKE DAD'S 
THEY'RE 'REALLY' RUGGED-HE-MAN, 
IN EVERY WAY. ALL THE; 

.KIDS WANT EM. ^^'^^/| NTHRO p J RS for boys 

Sizes 1 to 9 

'NVinthrop Shoes for men 

INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY • SAINT LOUIS 



